massiveness. In the midst of a pit of stone, not far
from the columns, I found a solitary fig-tree grow-
ing. It is interesting to notice that the huge outer
wall of the temple was constructed of quantities of
blocks, each one differing in shape from its neigh-
bors. These were ingeniously fitted close together
without the aid of any joining material. Although
it is impossible not to wonder at and admire the
cleverness shown in this wall, it produced on my
mind an impression of confusion that was almost
painful The multitudes of irregular lines distressed
my eyes. There is little repose in a puzzle, and this
wall Is like a mighty puzzle in stone.

Among the masses of broken fragments which
cover much of the hillside stands out a small, solid
building of Parian marble, very pure, very clean,
almost shining under the rays of the sun. It resem-
bles a great marble casket in which something very
precious might be placed and sealed up. This is the
treasury of the Athenians, which has been recon-
structed since Kastri was moved from the fragments
of the original temple. It is, in fact, a tiny Doric
temple. The marble, of a beautiful yellow-white
color, is mingled here and there with limestone.
This little temple stands on a platform, with the
clearly defined Sacred Way winding up the hill be-
side it. The front of it is approached by two steps,
and it has two Doric columns, containing, however,
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